
A Midfommer nights Dream c. 

Winke each at other ,hold the fweete ieaft vp : 

This fport well earried.lhall be chronicled. 

If you haue any pitty, grace, or manners, 

Y ou would not make me fuch an argument. 

But faryewell,tis partly mine owne fault, 

• VVhich death or abfence foone (hall remedy. 

Lyf.Sx.iy gentle Helena,, hearc my excufcj 
My loue,my life, my foule,fairc Helena. 

Hel.O excellent 1 
ffer.Sweete,do not fcorne her fo. 

Hem. If fhe cannot entreate,Ican compell, 

Lyf.Th ou canft compell , no more then (he entreate. 
Thy threats haue no more ftrength then her wcake praife. 
Helen,! loue thee, by my life I doc ; 

I fweare by that which 1 will lofe for thee. 

To proue him falfe,that faies I loue thee not. 

Hem. I fay, I loue thee more then he can do. 

Ay/Tfthou fay fo,with-draw and prone it to. 

Dem. Quick, come. 

Her. Lyfander, whereto tends all this ? 

Lyf. Away, you Ethiope. 

Dtw.No.no, heel feeme to breakeloofe; 

T ake on as you would follow. 

But yet come not : you arc a tame man, go. 

ly/IHang off thou cat,thou bur ; vile thing let loofe, 
Or I will fhake thee from me like a ferpent. 

Her. Why are you growne fo rude ? 

What change is this, fweete Loue^ 

Lyf. Thy loue ? out tawny Tartar, out ; 

Out loathed medicine ; 6 hated poifon hence. 

Her. Do you not ieaft ? 

Hel. Yes footh,and fo do you. 

Lyf, '.Demetrius ,1 will keepe my word with thee. 

T>em.\ would I had your bond •• fori perceiue, 

A wcake bond holds you ; lie not truft your word. 


Lyf 


A Midfommer nights Dreame. 

, r vVhat,fhould I hurt her,ftrike her, kill her dead ? 
Although I hate her.Ile not harme her fo. 

^ ^.VVhat ? can you do me greater harme then hate ? 
Hate me,wherefore ? O me, what newes my I-oue i 
Am not I Hermia ? Are not you Lyfander ? 

I am as faire now, as I was ere while. 

Since night you loud me j yet fince night you left me. 
Why then you left me (o the gods forbid^ 

In carneft.ftiall I fay ? . 

Lyf l, by my life; 

And neucr did denre to ice thee more. 

Therefore be out of hope,of queftion,of doubt j 
Be ccrtaine ; nothing truer ; tis no ieaft, 

That I do hate thee, and loue Helena. 

Her. O me.you iuggler,you canker bloffomc. 

You theefe of loue ; what, haue you come by night. 

And ftolne my loues heart from him ? 

Hel. Fine ifaith. 

Haue you no modefty,no maiden lhame> 

No touch of baftifulneffe ? What,will you tcare. 
Impatient anfwers from my gentle tongue? 

Fie,fie,you counterfet,you puppet,you. 

Her .Puppet ? why fo ? I,that way goes the game. 

Now l perceiue that fhe hath made compare 

Betweene our ftatures,(hc hath vrg’d her height, 

And with her pcrfonage.her tall parfonage. 

Her height (forfooth ) fhe hath pteuaild with him. 

And are you growne fo high in his efteeme, 

Becaufe I am fo dwarfifh and fo low ? 

How low am I, thou painted May-pole ? Speake, 

How low am I > I am not yet fo low. 

But that my nailes can reach vnto thine eyes. 

Hel. I pray you though you mocke me,gentlernen, 
Let her not hurt me ; I was neucr curft : 

I haue no gift at all in (hrewilhnefte : 
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